amorous retreat would pass in agreeable and easy intimacy.
What astonished him most was to discover Yvette in a
hitherto new light. Until then he had never been with her
for more than a few hours. During those moments which
seemed to them so short Yvette was full of the joy of the
encounter, the desire to please inspired all that she said and
did without any effort on her part. No doubt she could, if
she had tried, have kept up to this level for an entire day, but
Antoine's presence, already too familiar, had ceased to be an
incitement. Now the tension was relaxed, she let herself be
seen as she was, and was at times rather unguarded. He
loved her too ardently to dare to alter his opinion of her, but
in ascribing a few shortcomings to a passing mood the image
of Yvette that he carried in his inner vision became a little
blurred.

Towards the end of the morning Tiercelin came to see
Antoine. Yvette was dressing. He found his friend arrayed
in a feminine dressing gown on the divan of the chromium
room helping Chou to cut out silhouettes from a fashion
catalogue. After a word or two of greeting Antoine talked
of the pleasures of liberty and extolled the delights of an
existence given up wholly to love. Tiercelin stood listening
in silence with a frigid, attentive expression on his face.
When Chou, at a call from her mother, had left the room, he
said to Antoine:

' I never liked the idea of your spending your holidays
here, and I didn't hesitate to tell you so. Your temperament
is not independent enough for this sort of thing. Yours is a
sensitive little nature, and you are very responsive, possibly
because you are still so young. You are one of those types
so easily involved in the decorative side of life, the boudoir
atmosphere, who end by becoming definitely feminine.
All of which I have already told you. But now that I see you
installed here with Yvette I am still more clear in my mind
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